
ONE KIDNEY GONE"I should think she mlaht. I had BLIND AS TYPISTS

loud. Here you are. I put the hack's
lights out just to escape unpleasant
remark "

Mrs. Knapp entered the carriage and
called to sag to follow her.

I remembered Mother Borton's warn-
ings and my doubta of Dicky Nahl.

"You re certain you know where you
are going?' I asked him in an under-
tone

"No. I'm not." said Dicky frankly.
"I've found a matt who says he knows.
We are to meet him. We'll get there
between I and 4 o'clock. He won't
say another word to anybody but her
or you. I guess he knows what he is
about.."

"Well, keep your eyes open. Meek-
er's gang is ahead of eg. Is the driver
reliable?'

"Right as n judge." said Dicky
Cheerfully. "Now. if you'll get in
with madanig wo won't bo wasting
time here"

I stopped into the carriage. Dicky
Nahl Closed t he door softly and climbed
on the seat by the driver, and in a mo
menl WC were tolling up Itroadway in
the gloomy stillness of the early morn-
ing hour.

CHAPTER XXIX.
The Heart of the Mystery.

I was in the shadow of the mystery.
a hundred Questions rose to my lips;
but behind them all frowned the grim j

wolf-visag- ol Doddridge Knapp, and 1

could not find the courage that could
make me speak to them.

"Mrs. Knapp," I said, "you have
called me by my name. 1 bad almost

"And the cockeyed barn?" in tilred
Mrs. Knapp. peering out.

I was struck silent by this, and
looked blankly at the dark forbidding
structure that fronted on the road.

' You're right." said Mrs. Knapp
with a laugh. Can't you make out
that funny little window at the end
there?"

I looked mote closely at the build
ing. In the dim light of the stars the
coat of whitewash that covered it
made it possible to trace the outlines
of a window in the gable that fronted
the road. Some freak of the builder
had turned it a quarter of the way
around, giving it a comical suggestion
of a man with a droop to his eye.

"And the iron cow?" I asked.
"Stupid! a pump, of course." re-

plied Mrs. Knapp, with another laugh.
"Now seo if there is a lane here by
the barn."

A narrow roadway Just wide enough
for a single wagon joined the main
road at the corner of the building.

"Then drive up it quietly," was Mrs.
Knapp'a direction.

Just beyond the barn I made out the
figure of the pump in a conspicuous
place by the roadside and felt more
confident that we were on the right
road.

The driver swore in an undertone
as the hack lurched and groaned in a
boggy series of ruts, and a branch
whipped him in the face. 1 was foiced
to give a grunt myself, as another
slapped my sore arm and sent a sharp
twinge of paia shooting from the
wound till it tingled in my toes. Dicky,
protected between us, chuckled soft-
ly. I reflected savagely that nothing
spoils a man for company like a mis-
taken sense of humor.

Suddenly the horses stopped so
short that we were almost pitched out.

Mrs. Knapp rapped on the carriage
door and 1 opened it.

"Have you come to the bars?" she
asked presently.

"I guess so. We've come agaitist
something like a fence.'

"Well, then. " she replied, "when we
gel through, take the road to the left.
That will bring ui to the house."

"You are certain?"
"That is what Henry wrote in the

Cipher beneath the map. The house
must be only a few hundred yards
away."

The ban were there, and I lifted the
v?t and soggy boardi with an anxious

heart. Were we, after all, I0 near the
hieing- - place'.' And what were we to
find?

On a ludden turn the house loomed
up before us and a wild clamor of dogi
broke the stillness of the night.

"I hope they are tied," I said, with
a poor attempt to conceal my misgiv-
ings.

"We'll have i lively time in a quar-
ter of minute ii" they aren't," laughed
Dicky, a he followed me.

But the baying and barking came no
rearer, and I helped .Mrs. Knapp out
of the carriage. She looked at the
bouse closely.

"This hi the place." she said, in an
Unmistakable tone of derision. "We
must be quick. I wish something would
qui'M those dogs; ther will bring the
whole country out."

It seemed an hour before we could
raise any one, but it may not have
been three mlnutei before a voice
came from behind the door.

"Who's there?"
"It is L. M. K.," sai'l Mrs. Knapp;

then she added three words of gibber-
ish that I took to be tie1 passwords
Uied to Identify the friends of the boy.

At the WOrdl there was the sound
of bolts shooting back and the heavy
dOOl opened enough to admit us. As
We passed in. it was closed once
m : and the bolts shot home.

Before us stood short, heavy-se- t

man, holding a candle. His face, Which
was stamped with much of the bull-
dog look in it, was smooth shaven ex-

cept for a bristling brown mustache.
He looked inquiringly at us.

"Is he hero the boy?" cried Mrs
Knapp, her voice choked with anx-
iety."

"Yes." said the man. "Do we move
again?"

"At once," said Mrs. Knapp. in her
tone of decision.

"It will take ten minutes to get
ready." said the maa. "Come this
way."

1 was left standing alone by the door
In the darkness, with a burden lifted
from my mind. We had come in time.
The single slip of paper left by Henry
Wilton had been the means, through
a strange combination of events, to
point the way to the unknown hiding
place of the boy.

In a tew minutes the wavering light
of the candle reappeared. Mrs. Knapp
was carrying a bundle that I took to
be the boy. and the man brought a
valise and a blanket.

"It's all right." said Mrs. Kanpp.
"No I can carry him I want to carry
him."

The man opened the door, then
closed and locked it as I helped Mrs.
Knapp Into the carriage.

"Have you got him safe?" asked
Dicky Incredulously. "Well, ru have
to say that you know more than I

thought you did." And the relief and
satisfaction in his tone were so evi-

dent that I gladly repented of my sus-
picions of the light-hearte- Dlckv.

"Have you heard anything?" I atked
him anxiously.

"I thought I heard a yell over here
through the woods. We had better
get out of here.1

"Don't wait a second." said the man.
"The south road comes over this other
way. If vou've heard anybody there,
they will be here in flv minutes. I'll
follow yon on a horse."

With an Injunction to haste, I
stepped after Mrs. Knapp into the car-
riage, UN door was shut Dicky
mounted the seat, and we rolled down
the road on the return journey.

'TU 3E CON'TINl'ED.)

told her the whole story.
She is used to keeping secrets, I

suppose," replied Mrs. Knapp. "But I

must reward her well for what she has
done "

She Is beyond fear or reward."
"Dead?" cried Mrs. Knapp In a

shocked voice. "And how?"
"She died, I fear, because she be

friended me " And then I told her the
story of Mother Borton's end.

"Poor creature!" said Mrs. Knapp
sadly. "Yet perhaps it is better bo
She has died in doing a good act."

The carriage had been rolling along
swiftly. Despite the rain the streets
were smooth and hard, and we made
rapid progress. We had crossed a
bridge, and with many turns made a
course toward the southeast. Now the
ground became softer, and progress
was slow. An interminable array of
trees lined the way on both sides, and
to my impatient imagination stretched
for miles before us. Then the road
became better, the horses trotted
briskly forward again, their hoofs pat-
tering dully on the softened ground.

"All the better." I thought. "It's
as good as a muffler if any one Is
listening for us."

"Hero's the place." came the voice
of Dicky, giving direction to the driv-
er; and the carriage slackened pace
and stopped. Looking out I saw that
we were at a division of the road
where a two-stor- bouse faced both
of the branching ways.

"You'd better come out," said Dicky
at the door, addressing his remark to
me. "He was to meet us here."

"Re careful," cautioned Mrs. Knapp
I kept my hand on the revolver

that lay in my overcoat pocket, and
walked with Dicky on to the porch
It was a common roadside saloon, and
at this hour it appeared wholly de
serteo. Kven the nog, without winch
I knew no roadside saloon could ex-

ist, was as silent as its owners.
"Here's a go!" said Dicky. "He was

to meet us, sure. What time have you
got"

1 struck a match in a corner and
looked at my watch by Its flare.

"Five minutes to three."
"Whew"' lie whispered, ' we're reg-

ularly done. I thought he had a bad

eye when I was bargaining with him."
I wondered if Dicky had a hand In

the trick, if trick it should prove to
be.

"Well." said Dicky dubiously. "I
think I know where the fellow would
have taken us. I trailed him this af-
ternoon, and I'll lay two to one that I

can pick out the right road."
"Is this the third road from Rrook-lyn?- "

I asked, pointing to the track '

thai led to the left.
"I reckon so," said Dicky. "I

haven't kept count, but I recollect
only two before It."

"All right. lTp with you then!"
Dicky obediently mounted to the

seat beside the driver.
"I shall ride outside," I said to Mrs.

Knapp. "I may be needed."
Half a mile farther we passed a

house, and within a quarter l! a mile
another.

"We are on the right road." was my
thought as I compared these in my
mind with the crosses on the diagram.

About half a mile farther a small
cluster of buildings loomed up, dark
and obscure, by the roadside.

"This is the place," I said confident-
ly, motioning the driver to pull up I

remembered that Henry Wilton's map
had stopped at the third cross from
the parting of the roads.

"No, it isn't," said Dicky eagerly.
"It's two or three miles farther on. I

trailed the fellow myself to the next
house, and that's a good two miles at
least."

I had leaped to the ground, and
opened the door of the carriage.

"We are at the fourth place," I said. '

But Cured After Doctors Said There
Was No Hope.

Sylvanus O. Verrill, Milford, Me.,
says: Five years ago a bad injury

paralyzed me and
affected my kid-
neys. My back hurt
me terribly, and
the urine was bad
ly discolored. s

said ray right
kidney was practi-
cally dead. They
said I could never
walk again. I read

j of Doan's Kidney Pills and began us-- I

Ing them. One box made me stronger
and freer from pain. I kept on using
them and In three months was able to
get out on crutches, and the kidneys
were acting better. 1 Improved rap-Idl-

discarded the crutches and to
the wonder of my friends was soon
completely cured."

Sold by all dealers. 50 cents a box.
Foster-Milbur- Co., Buffalo. N. Y.
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Mistress Rrtdget. it always seems
to me that the crankiest mistresses

et the best cooks.
Cook Ah. go on wid yer blarney!

DEEP CRACKS FROM ECZEMA

Could Lay Slate-Penci- l in One Hands
in Dreadful State Permanent

Cure in Cuticura.
"I had eczema on my hands for

about seven years and during that
time I had used several rem-
edies, together with physicians' and
druggists' prescriptions. The disease
was so bad oa my hands thai I COUld
lay a slate-penci- l in one of the crack.
and a rule placed across the 'hand
would not touch the pencil. I kept
using remedy after remedy, and whil
some gave partial relief, none relieved
as much as did the first box of Cuti-
cura Ointment. I made a purchase of
Cuticura Soap and Ointment and my
hands were perfectly cured after two
boxes of CutlCttra Ointment and on
cake of Cuticura Soap were used. W.
H. Dean, Newark. Del., .Mar. L'8. 1907."

ONLY A COW.

Artist (who has been bothered by
rustic- - breathing on him all the morn
hfgt My good fellow. I assure y

thai you can so the sketch with ir.or
advantage from little distance

A Carlyle Wedding.
Cralgenputtock, where Carlyle's

"Sartor Resartus" was written, has
just been the scene of a notable Wed-

ding. The bride was Ma: v Carlyle of
Cralgenputtock, a grandnl ice of Thom-
as Carlyle, a farmer, of Plngle, Dum-fr- l

MShlre, I son of Thomas Carlyle's
favorite nephew. Plngle Is about four
mMes from Eoclefechan, Carlyle's
birthplace, and this village is the
original of the Kntuph of "Sartor
Resartus." London St andard.

Even the Hash.
Embarrassed in the fashionable

restaurant by the menu written in
French, the Wail itreel man of bus!
ness exclaimed:

"Hang these frolds, sntrements and
hors d'oeuvrei bring me a plate of
good plain hash. If you've got such a
thing on the pieillUdf M

"You mean an olla nodrida, sir,"
said the waiter, in a tone of dignified
reproach. ' And afterwards'.'"

AFRAID TO EAT.
Girl Starving on Food.

"Several years ago I was actually
starving." writes a Me. stfrl, "yet dared
not eat for fear of the consequences.

"I had suffered from indigestion
from overwork, irregular meals and
improper food. un;ll at last my stoni-iC-

became RO Wtth I could eat
carcely any food without great dis-

tress.
"Many kinds of food were tried, all

with the same discouraging effects. I
steadily lost health and strength until
I was but a wreck of tin former slf.

"Having heard of Orupe-Nut- S and
Its great merits. I purchased I pack-
age, but with little hope that it would
help me I was so discouraged.

"I found it not only appetizing but
that I could eat it as I liked and that
it satisfied the craving for food with-
out causing distress, and If I may
use the expression. 'It filled the bill.'

"For months Crape-Nut- s was my
principal article of diet. I felt from
the very first that I had found the
right way to health and happiness,
and my anticipations were fully re-a- ll

zed.
"With its continued use T regained

my usual health and Strength. To-da-

I am well and can eat anything I like,
yet Crape Nuts food forms a part of
my bill of fare." There's a Reason."

Name given by Postum Co.. Rattle
Creek. Mich. Read "The Road to Well-vllle.- "

in pkgs.
Ever read the above letter? A new'

one appears from time to time. They
are genuine, true, and full of human
interest.

INVENTION OF TYPEWRITER It
BOON TO 8IGHTLE88.

Sraille Alphabet Results in Perfection
of New Sort of "Mill" Some Ob-

jections Regarding the Meth-

od of Teaching.

The introduction of the extreme
simplicity of the Braille alphabet for
the blind has been speedily followed by
the invention of a machine that writes
that character with great rapidity and
ease, relates the New York Sun.

Most persons know of books printed
for the use of the blind and employing
an embossed character for finger read-
ing wherein the attempt has been
made to preserve the outlines of the
Roman alphabet. That type has prac-
tically gone out of use except for those
who acquired it long ago and are not
Inclined to change.

The objection to this character Is
that It may not readily be deciphered
by touch. For such as have lost their
sight, after they have acquired the
art of reading visually it was supposed
that It would be easier to recognize
by the sensitive finger tips forms al-

ready familiar to the eye. In the case
of those born blind or becoming sight-
less In their early years this supposed
advantage cannot exist.

The Braille character discards whol
ly all idea of resembling the Roman
alphabet. It has been thought out
with the sole purpose of making the
best and most facile use of the tac-
tile sense.

Its fundamental element is a cell
of six embossed dots, each as large
as the head of a good-size- d pin, the
dots arranged In two vertical columns
of three each, the two columns so
closely approximated as to establish
the unity of this cell, yet sufficiently
far apart to admit of distinct touch
sense of the Individual dots. The sev-

eral letters are formed by the em-

ployment of one or more of these em-

bossed dots, identification depending
upon ihe number of these dois and
their position In the fundamental cell.

The most common vowel in Knglish,
e, is represented by a single dot ; this
is differentiated from the only other
letter represented by a single dot, a,
by the fact that a is made from one
Of the dots in the upper line of the
cell, e by a dot In the middle line.
The more frequent letteri are repre-
sented by combinations of two or
three dots in different positions. The
full alphabet ll made without employ-
ing more than five dors, the number In
j q, x and I.

Because this alphabet ii sr neatly
developed on a scientific basis the
typewriter invented for it is of the
impleei and durable construction.

The unit of the machine is the Braille
cf li duplicated.

The paper in itl carriage is moved
in a lldewiie travel over a small steel
plate having six hole.; reproducing the
dots of the cell. Over this plate g

firmly mounted another cell plate hav-
ing six rounded depreiiioni to serve
as a matrix.

Any number of dots up to six and
reproducing any position In the Braille
cell may be made by plunger pins
which operate upward through the
holes In the lower plate and force the
paper Into the pits in the matrix block
above. These plunger pins are actu
ated by cams set in motion by the
touch of the keys

The keyboard is Of the Utmost sim-

plicity. It looks like a small section
of a piano, with a white baseboard and
six black keys rising therefrom. Each
key sets In motion one of the plungers
in the cell and by pressing down its
Corresponding key one may reproduce
each dot necessary to complete the
character. All the required keys called
for in the Character desired are

simultaneously and when they
ire released the carriage spaces on-

ward along the line of writing. For
space between words there Is a space
bar.

The paper employed Is a special
grade of very tough manila. This Is
essential in order to have a material
in which the plunger pins will emboss
the dots without piercing ths paper.

The action of the instrument Is only
Slightly heavier than that of ordinary
writing machines and a speed of :?0 or
40 words a minute is quite within the
reach of an operator as soon as he
has become adept. The writing is
visible; that is, in the blind sense;
the whole line may be read by tho
finger up to the last character em- -

bossed.

The American Climate.
Ou Shot chun of the Chine em

basy on a sultry evening in Cape
May condemned the American cli-

mate.
"It is much worse than the climate

of China." he said. "It ia perhaps the
worst climate in the world. And yet
you can joke about it.

A physician joked me about It the
oiher day.

' "Accustom yourself, Mr. Ou Shot-chun-

he said, to our climate's ways.
Our winters are arctic, our summers
aie subtropical. And very often our
climate gets mixed, and arctic days
and subtropical ones alternate. Inure
yourself. like me. to these changes
In summer and winter sleep with four
blankets."

" You do?' I gasped.
" I do. In summer,' he added. '1

put them under me.' "

Needs Money, Not Life.
"Now, Pat, would you sooner lose

your money Of your life'"
' Why. m loife, yer reverence; 1

want mo money for me old age."
Philadelphia Inquire -

SYNOPSIS.

Gll Dudley arrlvod (n Run IVranriacn
to Join his friend and dlHtant relative
Henry Wilton, whom he wan to a Mint
Id an Important and myaterious taiik. and
wtie accompanied Dudley on ttio
ferry boat trip into the city. The re-
markable resemblance of the two men
la noted and commented on by paan-O-

on the ferry. They aee a man with
nake eyes, which sends a thrill through

tudloy. Wilton postpones an explanation
of the strange errand Dudley is to per-
form, but occurrences cause hint to
know It is one of no ordinary meaning
Dudley is summoned to he morgue and

ere finds the dead bodv of his friend,8enry Wilton. And tints Witton dies
without ever explaining to Dudley the
puzzling- - work he was to perform in Han
Francisco. In order tr discover the so
cret mission his friend had entrusted to
him, Dudley continues his disguiae and
permits himself to he known as Henry
Wilton. He learns that there ia a ioy
whom he is charged with ae reting and
protecting. Dudley, mistaken for WH
ton, is employed by Knapp t assisl
In a stock brokerage deal ;iles Dudley
finds himself closeted In a room with
Mother Borton wlio makes a confidant
of him. He an leant nothing about the
mysterious boy further than that it is
Tim Terrlll and Darby Afeeker who are
after him. Dudley visits tlie home of
Knapp and is Stricken by the beauty of
Luella. his daughter. .Shimming touf
through Chinatown is planned. The trip
to Chinatown. GMIefl Dudley learns that
the party is being shadowed by Terrlll.
J.u'-U- and Dudley arc cut off from
the rest of the patty and imprison-
ed in a hallway behind an Iron-boun- d

door. Three Chinese ruffians approach the
Imprisoned couple. A battle ensues One
Is knocked down. Giles begins Units Tint
Terrlll Is seen in tlie mob. A newlv form-
ed mob Is checked by shots from Giles'
revolver. Policeman Corson breaks down
the door with an and the couple is
rescued. Luella thanks (Jiles Dudley for
saving her life, Knapp appears at the
office with no traces of the previous
night's debauch. Following his Instruc-
tions Dudley has a notable day in the
Etock Exchange, selling frown Diamond
and buying Omega, the object being to
crush Docker. Knapp'i hated rival. Dud-
ley discovers that he loves Luella Knapp.
Mother Dot-to- teiis Giles Dudley that
"they've discovered where 'the boy' la."
The mysterious unknown woman employ-
ee of Dudley meets him by appointment
with "the hnv" who IS tinned oyer to
Dudley with his guards and they drive
with Mm to the ferry boat to take a train
out of the city. Dudley and his faithful
guards convey "the boy" by train to the
village of Llvermore, as per the written
Instructions. The party is followed. Soon
after the party is quartered in the hotel
a special train arrives in Llvermore. The
"gang" including Darby Meeker and Tim
TerriT'. lay siege to the hotel and en-

deavor to capture "the boy." who comes
forward to see the Unlit. "Tricked
again," cries Tim Ten-ill- , when he sees
the youngster's face. "It's the wrong
bov." Dudley and Terrlll meet in battle
of 'man to man Dudley Is knocked un-

conscious hv TerrlU'a assistant and
awakes to find himself in s hotel room
under care of his guards. The hotel Is
guarded bv Ton-ill'- men w ro arc in-

structed to' kill the first man who tries to
escape. Dudley gtvei the note to the one-eye- d

man The boy Is left behind and
Dudlev and his remaining guards make
their escape by horseback and by steal-
ing a locomotive. DoddtiogC Knapp and
Decker moot face to face on the stock
exchange. Docket is defeated. Dudley
end Knapp prevent a coup to control the
directors and declare Knapp'a stoc k in-

valid Mother Borton is mortally wound-
ed and dies before she can toll Dudley
the secret of Ms strange mission. The
Davis street d n Is visited to rescue
Bark house. A diagram that partially ox- -

Dudley's mission is found.
Elains li released.

CHAPTER XXVIII. Continued.
"I did not need it till Sunday," con-

tinued Mrs. Knapp. "I have been wor-

ried much at the situation of the hoy.
bv.: did not dare go near him. Henry
and 1 decided lhat his hiding place
was not safe. We had talked of tn v

in,r him few dayi before you came.
When I found thai Demy had disap
litared 1 was anxious to make the
change, but i could uot venture to at-

tempt it until the others wore out of
town, for 1 knew I was watched. Then
I was Allured troni Mother Hot ton
that they did not know where the boy
WIS hidden, and I lei the matter rest.
Hut a few days ago --on Saturday
she sent me word thai she thought
they had found the place. Then it
came to me to lend you to Llvermore
with the other hoy oh, I hope no
harm came to the little fellow,'' she
exclaimed anxiously.

"He's safe in my rooms In charge
of Wainwright," I suid. "He got hack
on the morning train, and can be
had for the asking."

"Oh, I'm so glad," said Mrs. Knapp.
"I was afraid something would hap-
pen to him, but I had to take deeper-at- e

chances. Well, you see my plan
succeeded. They all followed you.
But when I went to the hiding place
the bey was gone. Henry had moved
him weeks ago, and had died before
he could tell me. Then I thought yon
might know more than you had told
me that Henry Wilton might have got
you to help him when he made the
change, and I wrote to you."

"And the key," 1 said, remembering
the expression of (lie note. "Did you
mean this diagram?1

"No," said Mrs. Knapp. "1 meant the
key to our cipher code. I was looking
over Henrys letters Tor some hint of
a hiding place and could not find the
key to the cipher. I thought you
might hae been given one. I found
mine this afternoon, though, and there
was no need of It, so it didn't matter
after all."

The pitching Md tOtntef of the hoat
had ceased. And. a minute later, with
clang of bells an I groan of engine we
were at. the Wharf and were helped
ashore.

"Tell the ' tin to wait here for us
with fires up. Hid Mrs. Knapp. "The
carriage should I somewhere around
hmr." she conii:i ted, peering anxious-
ly fcoe tt ai Wi lied the loot of the
wha f

"Ti.is wa." said a familiar voice,
and a man stepped front the shadow.

"Dicky Xahl!" I exclaimed
"Mr. Wilton'" mimicked Dicky.

"But it's just as well uot to speak so

0 - CiV CABOTH2&-fHBi- NT TO C&Xfr'i&r:
forgotten that. I had ever borne It. I
have lived more in the last month than
in the : yenri that I remember before
it, and I have almost come to think
that the old name belongs to some one
else Kay I ask how you got hold of
it?"

"It was simple enough. Henry had
told me about you. I remembered that
you were coming from the same town
he had come from. I telegraphed to
an agent in IJoston. He went up to
your place, made his inquiries and tel-

egraphed me. I suppose you will be
pleased to know," she continued with

droll affection of malice In her voice,
that he mailed me your full history

as gathered from the town pump. It
is at the house now."

"I tried to get something out of
Mother Borton concerning you," con-
tinued Mrs. Knapp. "I even went so
far as to sr-- her once."

"I don't think you got any more out
of her than she wanted to tell."

"Indeed I did not I was afraid Mr.
Richmond had not. gone about It the
right way. You know Mr. Richmond
acted as my agent with her?"

"No, I didn't know. She was as
close-mouthe- with me as with you, I

think."
"Well, I saw gejT, I wanted to get

what Information she had of you and
of Henry."

"She had I good deal of It, if she
wanted to give it up."

So I suppose. Hut she was too
clever for me. She spoke well of you,
but not a word could I get from her
about Henry. Yet she gave me the
Idea that she knew much."


